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*.* IN lieu of Two Songs introduced on the 
Stage, which the Author of this Piece has 
no claim, he has taken the liberty to ſubſtitute 
two of his own, the others being already 
publiſhed. The ballad of Black-ey'd 
Suſan,” therefore, remains the only one 
not written for the occaſion. 


The Liſt of Performers in the Naval Pillar” 
will in a great meaſure account for its ſucceſs. 
The Author has had ſo frequently to thank 
their former exertions, that it will be difficult. 
to find new words on the preſent occaſion. 
The conduR and liberality of the Managers 
call equally for his gratitude, and he is alſo» 

- indebted for conſiderable ſupport to the very 

promiſing abilitics of the Compoſer. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Sam Spritſail 
Bea Bowſprit 


Characters in the Danoe by Mr. Bologna, Mr. 
King, Mrs. Watts and Mrs. Parker. 


nnn the 
Dance, compoſed by Mr. Moor A 


The Machinery invented and executed by 
Mr. Creſwell. 


The — + marked with inverted Commas 
were omitted in the Repreſentation. 


A 


THE 


NAVAL PILLAR. 


SCENE IL. 


A Village. 


Enter BEN and Nancy. 


Nancy. Au, my dear Ben, you know how 
very glad we muſt all be, and I above all, to fee 
you once more in Old England. 

Ben. I have frequently wiſhed myſelf with 
you, almoſt in ſpite of the calls of duty. Often 
have I carved your name on the ſhip's timbers, 
drank your health at the mid watch, and blown 
you kiſſes from che maintop gallant ma? head. 

Nancy. What a pity they were never receiv- 
ed. For my part, the ſufferings I experienced 
when you were at fea, can only be imagined 
from the exceſs of joy I feel at once more 
ſeeing you at home; but | ſee more of our 
friends, and muſt join to give them welcome. 


B 3 SONG. 


CY 


SONG. 


«© The gallant tar from war returns, 
% To ſeel his fair one's ſmiles, 
„ Ritating former toils. 
II. 
„Aud may each ſon of Neptune find, 
«© Returning from the fight, 
« The fair ene true be left behind, 
«© And doubled each delight.” (Exit. 
Ben. And now to look for my friend William 
— by this time he has met with his girl, and 
laughs at former ſorrows. Ah! never ſhall I 


forget the melancholy day when he parted with 
his Sufan. 


SONG. Ben. (The words by Gay.) 
All in the Downs the flect was nr d, 

The fireamers waving in the uind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, | 

Ch / where fball I my true love find? 
Toll me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, | 
wy JOE Soong db ove? | 


- Wilkam, who high * the yard, 

Rack d with the billows to and fro; ö 
S as ber woll ku voice be beard, 

He figh'd, and caft hrs eyes below, | 
The cord flies fwifth thro” his glowing hands, 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he fands. 
III. O, Suſan, 


11 


In. 
O, Suſen, Suſan, lovely dear ! 
My vows Hall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tar ; 
We only part fo meet again. 
Change, as ye lift, ye winds, my heart fall be 
The faithful —_— that flill points to thee. 


The" battle call me from thy arms, 
Let net my pretty Suſan mur; 
Tho” cannons roar, yet fafe frem harms 
Pilliam Hall te Bis dear fetwrt - 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan'e eye. 
V 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their fuelling boſom ſpread ; 
No langer muſt ſhe flay aboard; 
7 hoy ti; foe figh'd ; he hung his head. 
Her leſs' ning boat unwilling rows to lam; 
Adieu! be cries, and wav'd her lily band. 


' Enter Fom, Nancy, Dennis, Sailors and 
Countrymen. | 


Tom. Come, bear a hand—there's a ſort of 
court martial club, or committee, I think they 
call it, at the Rodney's Head, fitting in judg- 
ment upon us tars. They talk of putting up 
ſome memument in our praife=and I think it 
but right that we ſhould go and fee all fair and 


above board. 
Nancy. 
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Nancy. Yes; and do you know that we 
women are going to have a committee too, 
and why ſhou'dn't we ? You fought for us, as 
well as for the men—And I'm fure you'll like as 
well to be rewarded by us. 

Tom. Why, as to that, we've only done what 
Engliſhmen do as naturally as a fiſh ſwims, 
| wo 3-1 our right to the Britiſh channel—and 

faſt that honour which no enemy ever yet 
took from us. 

Den. How ſhou'd they, honey? Isn't Ireland 
and Scotland and England united like three twin 
ſiſters— And as long as we remain ſnugly tied 
up in one bunch, like the bundle of ſticks in the 
fable book, we ſhall make a mighty pretty rod 

to beat the ſcoundrels that wou'd dare to part us. 


SONG. Denxnss. (Iriſh Air.) 
What matter your ditties, your jokes and nora- 
tions, 


Of lawyers and dactora till making your game, 


id your gallipoets, parchments, and clients and 


Patients, 
And all ſuch cantankerous lu as that ſame» 


In praiſe of our admirals, captains and ſailors, 
Tl Ang, and long life to the lads and all ſuch, 
s on the ſalt ocean were never jet failers, 
In banging the Spaniards, the French and the 
And fing fillallaa, ſmallillze, ditheras whack, 
Let an enemy come and well trundle him back, 


While 


7 
* 


1 
While the lads of the ac , tail the prend elf, 
He may go to the devil and ſhake himelf. 
Cho. d ug fillatho, &c. 
11 


Didn't Frenchmen one June toour lads cry Percavi, 

Lord Howe be did pelt em tbro thunder and 
ſmoke, 

With Britiſh hard dumplins without any gravy, 
Till Mounſeer no longer cou'd relifþ the joke. 

And then did nt Jarvis the Spaniards beleather, 
Then Duncan and Nelſon compleated the job, 

To fhew we can beat em all three beth together, 
As faſt as each plaſes to put up bis nob. 


Each wave as it waſhes our bores wou'd faon tell 
us, 
If it had but a tongue, and con d ſpeat what 
was juſt, 
| How it carried to glory our brave honeft follows 
How oft on its ſurface cur fees bit the duſt. 
And naw to be building on land you'd be 4 ter, 
Some trophy of honour their actions to g>ace, 
While they have built one for themſelves on the 
water, 
The devil himſelf cou'dn't ſhove from its place. 
And ſing fillallir, Cc. (Exeunt. 


SCENE 


( 10 ) 
SCENE u. 4 Landſcape: 


Enter Krrrr followed by HABAk ux. 


Kitty. Friend Habakuk, follow me no more. 
Tis of no uſe, I can aſſure thee. 

Haba. And why, friend Kate, I pray thee ? 
Art thou not beautiful as the opening roſe ? 
And am not I tall as the popler, ruddy as the 
Summer morning, and loving, yea, as the ring 
dove which feedeth from thy pretty fingers. 

Kitty. Don't tell me of your tall morninzs and 
ruddy poplars—-Give me my own true failor, 
and never let me have no more of your fooleries, 
Mr. Habakuk. 

Haba. But thine own true ſailor has been at 
ſea all the Summer. 

Titty. Yet, when he returns, he will be 
welcome as the voice of the cuckoo in Spring. 

Haba. Verily thou art in the wrong to make 
a cuckoo of him. 

Titty. Nay, it is you who wou'd make a 
cuckoo of h:m. | 

Haba. I jeſted with thee, damſel -I have 
no profane views in following thy footſte ps. 
I have here a letter. 

Kitty. I ſhan't look at it. 

Haba. On which is written —— . 

Kitty. I won't read it. 

Haba. If thou art a ſeaman, or a ſcaman's 
1 4 friend, 

« Convey this letter to its journey's 

„ end,” 


Kitty. 
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Kitty. O, my dear pretty Habakuk, give t 


me di - 
Haba. Then, my deur pretty Kate, you 
muſt alfo kiſs me direQtly. 

Kitty. Now you know that's ſuch nonſenſe. 
Heis. (putting the letter in his pocket) Then 
will I put up my nonſenſe and go—Yea I will 
go the wav whenee I came. 

Kitty. Pha! I don't care—! dare ſay the 
letter's good for nothing. 

Habs. Then thou art like unto— 

Kitty. What am I like unto ? 

Haba. Vi tell thee, pretty damſel. 


SONG. Hanakux. (Walſh Air.) 


An hungry fox one day did ſpy, 
Fal, lal, la, &c. 
Some nice ripe grapes, which hung ſo high, 
Fal, lal, la, &c. 
And as they hung, they ſeem d to ſay, 
To him who underneath did ley, 
If you can take me down, you may. 
[Holding up the letter. 
Fal, lal, la, &c. 
. 
The fox his patience nearly loft, 
Fal, lal, la, &c. 
His expectations bauli d * 42 
* &c. 


Still 


C 12 ) 


Still lic#d bis chaps far naar an hour, 
Till he found the fruit beyond bis pow'r, 


Ki ity. Dear, dear, how fortunate that this 
ſhould come to hand ſe cyriopſly. * Fis a fign 
that my dear Sam will ſoon follow it. Bleſs 
me, it's full of twue lone and conſtancy all over. 
Oh, how happy I thall be 2 ſafe 
at home again. | 


SONG. Karz. ( Meorchead.). 
den peace ſmiles around, and flern war is no 
more, 
And the lad for whom thus long DP ve tarried, 
Shall ſafely return, Tl live fingle no more, 
But he and Pl] go and be married. 
II. 
The breakers added the echoing ſhave, 
( From whence they my true love have carried) 
Tho' oft I have ham d, I hall then blame no more, 
When I and my lad ſhall be married. 


[ Exit. 
| Enter 


<( 13 ) 
| Enter SAM. 
"Sam. So, ſo, ſafe landed at laſt. Kate will 


be glad to ſee me. Lord, what a meeting we 
ſhall have“ « Give us a kiſs,” fays 1 
Take it,” . ſays ſhe. — Then will I. grapple 
her to the heart of an honeſt tar, pour a broad- 
fide of prize money into her pocket ; ſhe'll pipe 
her eye, and I'll pipe all hands for the pad 4 
tol-de-rol el d there's no pleaſure ſo ſweet 
as when a man has earned it ; ; for my part, Ive 
ſeen plenty of ſar vice l' ve beat the: French 
with Howe, the Spaniards with Jarvis, and the 
Dutch with Duncan—Nay, for the ſake of Old 
England, and the girl 1 love, I wou'dn't mind 
going to the land of Egypt, and fighting under 

who has put tothe __ even the red bon- 


net of Buonaparte. 


SONG. Sam. ( Morehead. ) . 
Brather tars in my time, I ve ſung many a rhyme 
But the ſeng 1 now trouble you, with, 
Has ſome claim to applauſe, and wes own it 
LL) 
\ The ſubje's Sir Sidney 1 1 A. 
2 ſubjeci s Sir — Smith. 


You all know, Sir 2 a man of fach A, 
Hd fight all the French he could m 
Give him one ſhip or e, and without more ado, 
He'd engage — met 4 
would. | 
Hed engages Ve. 8. 1 I \ 


Thus 


849 
| III. 
Thus be took, as folks ſay, 
_ Till fortune, a whimfical elf, 
Ora d accidents ſo, that in fighting the foe, 
Poor Sir Sydney was taken bimſelf— He 
Sir Sidney was, &c. 
| IV. 
The French were fo glad of the prize they now 
dad, 
Tui refusi'd every offer we bid, 
And fore be fbruld flay, lcd up till Doomſ- 
| day, 


all that came in N. 


But be fwors, be'd be d if be did— | 


' He did. 
He feere, Se. 
c „ : 
If Sir Cidney wes wrong, 9 


my ſong, 
Ev'n our foes he would ſcorn to deceive, 
His eſcape was but juft, and confeſs it you muſt, 
For = ey wee tatung French have.—You 


hnow. 


_— 
The great Gali cif fu ith fry end il, 
Satisfaction moſt proudly required, 
Says Sir Syd. with all heart, fo he gave Buenayart. 
Z 
H did, Sc. 


* 


Eh! 


. 
ll. 


—  — — 


1 = 


( 15 ) 


Eh ! why there ſhe is—ſure it's rather hazy, 
and I don't fee clear! She's reading a letter. 
and kiſſing it too ; a pretty ſalute on my com- 
ing aſhore. She's coming this way. IU lay 
to, and obſerve her. [retires. 


Re-enter RKrrrr with the Letter. 


Kitty. O, the dear, ſweet letter! Lud! if 
Sam knew how I had gat this, what wou'd 
he fay ? , 

Sam. (coming forward.) Say ! why, ſhiver 

Kitty. Ah, my dear Sam, I dids't expect 
you ſo ſoon. 8 

Sam. Avaſt! ſtrike your, falſe colours, and 
let's overhaul your papers. You dida't cape 
me! no, I believe agt, or you wew'dn't have 
hoiſted the enemy's flag under my very ne. 

Kitty. . Me! why, how crucl you arc! & 
don't underſtand you. 

Sam. Not you—-you never have letters from 


other folks, and mayhap you don't kiſs em 


neither. 


Kitty. Oh, what, j then I'll be even 
with him. (afide.) Yes, Mr. Sailor man, 1 
have kiffed this letter very often ;; arid what's 
more, I kiſſed him that brought it me. . 
gam. You did! And who was the pirate? 
Dam'me, the man who wou'd myure the 
friends of his country, while abſcnt in defence 
of it, deſerves to be reckoned amongſt its 
greateſt enemies. | 

Kitty. I'm fure Habakuk, the quaker, isn't 
no-body's enemy; and if you go to him, he'll 
| | C 2 give 


9 * 


ſeer's i it into port, 
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give you ſatis faction. I was quite pleaſed at 
the thoughts of your coming home—but now 
I hate  you.— And if you was drown'd I 
ſhou d mind it no more than I do now—So, 
take. vor naſty letter, and the next time you 
come from ſea, I adviſe you to be better hu- 
<= TT nos. W 
retires e tage cornf „ Out re to cry. 
Sem. M, e dar what a blow-up! I thought 
2 Dl friend; but, left to 
take care of a pretty he's as miſchievous 
as a ſpark of fire in the powder-room. So, 
after at ſea, ehihim docke, ** 
1 * Quaker. (picks up 
ltr.] "Zounds | wh this is my own writ- 
hart Why, Kate] ſmite my timbers who'd 
Tt: _ "Ole Saturda I corked 
dba et me bottle I had 


: pH to your and-threw it over 
fake A touch of ws BY the hke—ond mins 


has had the liek to driſt aſhore in the right 
harbour.—So, old — ny turned pilot, and 
eh, girl? 

* Kitty. Yes; but you was angry with him, 


0 and with me for kiſſing him too. 
Sam.” Well, Fl beg old ſtiff rump's perdon 


over a cann of grog And ſince you're ſo handy 
with your lips, kiſſing quakers, and ſheets of 
writirg-raper.—Why, I begin to think I have 
been quite Jong enough at ſea to come in for 
my ſhare, now I'm aſhore. *+ 

Kitty. Ay, but fuppoſe I wou'dn't give you 
à kiks. 
Sam. Then if ydu was me, what wou'd you 


do? 


Kitty. 


% 
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Kitty. Why, I'd take one to be ſure. 
A4 G1 will; and a dozen mare into 


li e: ber. 
e s ber.) | _ 6 
them, groes a ſignificant ©* Hump. 
TRIO. (Morehead) Sau, Kare, and 


— 


\ 
£6 W- 


75 
When - returns home fram keel-hauling the 


"Ti nfo rs qr ih le 


W — aodſe, 
L of peace. 
ATE. 
When a laſs has ber heart to 4 lever refige'd, 
How quickly that heart to forgive is inclin'd. 
, hiſs me again, let all bickepings ceaſe, 
he yield to the . of peace. 
Has. (to Karts.) 

Do this hiffing to thee may great comfort Ferd. 
*T will be rather . en- 
| 4 | 


San. 


, old d. your palavering 
rita xAE, 


wy Neuss 


C 3 Sees — 


1 


1 


ee, . 
ö 


3 — — . * 
9 4% * >J " = S& 2. * ” 0 0 


ge 


SCENE M.. 


A Club Room. 


& Baw Bowenrr, Ton = 
ENNIS, &c. — in debate. DEN NIS 
i» the chair. 


SAM and Havaxus enter and take their ſeats. 


Fire. 1 humbly move, Mr. Prefident. 
Bex. And | move, Mr. Prefident. 


Den. Pho | Botheration, hadn't we better 


all 22 at once, for when my friends are at 
the other end of the houſe, the devil may burn 
meif I ft here with 'em any longer. (Mo 


= 
GLEE avp CHORUS. (ca.) 
Wie Aris 2 ber flag upreat'd, three 
bad foe, 


Whe * dare with ber diſpute the empire of 
The 


the ſea ; 


wed 


( 19 ) 
| The firſt be was @ French Moanſeer; « Spamard 


next we VIEW ; 
And the third be was a Dutchman, as big as the 
ether two. 
8 W. | 
The French they ha#'both rafts and foige ; proud 
1 Spain eur ruin ſwore ; 

The Dutch they tald a ſtory bold, but, alas, they 
did no more. 
For the French we leather'd at home and abroad, 

and fore 


we humbled Spain, 
And when Duncan bad beaten the Dutchmen once, 


he beat 'em over again. 


Den. Jontlemen l will you 
one at a time. Devil fire the bit 
heard this half hour! 

Fire. Attention! hah ! 
Den. Hav'n't you made me your Chairman 
honies, and didn't 1 fee you all drink my heakh 
in your abſence, and now tho* I have the ho- 
nour to be an Iriſh chairman, you mind me no 
more than if I was only an man. 

Haba. Verily, friend, thou art an odd man, 
Jens very odd, and out of thy mouth come 

y opp-dities. 
3 "= Sam. At this here rate, meſſmates, we 
* ſhall never get into harbour. We came here 
% you know, to, to—l ſay Ben—What did we 
come here for ? 

«© Bon. Why to—ax Tom Tackle. He 


| « attends the Chaplain's mes, and can fpeechify 
A better than I.“ 


ther fpeak 
falence P've 


Tow. 


— 


* 


422. 


— a8 


EN 


* has been Mounſeer's let to go down, 


1 J 1 80 
THAN 
425 f . 

SCOPE 88 a 
8 v*. 5 
TlH ED 
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| ( 22 ) 
Thomas Tackle, Samuel Spritſail, yea, alſo, 
and Benjamin Bowſprit, though I delight not in 
war, nor in the weapons thereof, ncither in 
great guns, mighty mortars, or in pocket 
piſtols, yet doth my heart warm to the man 
George who is a father unto all his people, and 
if the bleflings of peace ſhall be — by 
the many 2 ye have fought, then ſhall the 
nation cy out for joy, and I will cry out ex- 
ceeding loud, and in the windows of my dwel- 
Eng will I put many candles, and before ye tune. 
your voices in praiſe of this land, I alfo will 
open a bundle of proverbs for yeur edification. 


SONG. Hapakrus. (01d Tune.) 


Haza my name, it's well known to my friends, 
That my ditties are made up of gueer odds and ends, 
I can't in fine cadence your bearings affail, 
Nor wind up each cloſe like a rattlefnatt's wil. 
Plain, frank and free, 
My feng fall be; TO 
In vain for fine verſe} my brain I wou'd Og 
Far 2 s bred in the bone won't came out of 
be foſh,” 
Far — s bred in, &c. 
IE. 


Our feet on the ocean ſent plenty of ſhips, 


But it's Not the beſt I mates the me/t 


chips ;* 
They promiſed to give Britain's 


. 4 beating, 


The” © The prof of the pudding they found in 
the eating.” 


The 


— 


. 
The ſans culoties 
In rafis and beats, 
They won du be quiet thi” aſted 10 be civil, 
© Set a beggar on horſedack bell ride to the devil.” 


III. 
Our Ifland is ſmall, yet it plainly appears, 
That ** Fiſhes the little have often great ears.” 
de French have five Kings, but their threats are 


all freth, 
Far ©* Too many cooks do but ruin good broth,” 
Thar Sovercigns foe, 
And all their bive, | 
Are welcome Britannia to catch when they get her, 


Far ** The' Brag's a good cog yet Helefoft is 4 
better.“ 


IV. 
r 
„Au the hand is worth two in the buſh.” 
They may think epen- month A to devour us like 
Ss ſharks, 

But ©* Till the ſty falls we muſt wait to catch 
lars.“ 
My friends, if we 
Do but agree, 
Old England her bittere foes may defy, 
To attempt to ſay ** Black is the white of her eye.” 
To attempt to ſay, &c. 


Fire. And now comrades, what ts this monu- 
ment to be like? 


Ben. 


+ - 


+ - 


Den. Or like a large plant of Shilalee, with 


the finiſh * 
jolly tar ing down 


 Mounſce:'s colours with one hand, and faving 


him from a watery grave with the other. 

Sam. Or like a com with a gallant 
« Admiral at each of the Cardinal points, and 
at every corner of it. 

Tam. Ora book of 
« example, an e 
& whole duty of his ſervice.” 

Fire. Or let the lift of veſſels taken, be fairly 
written out like the muſter roll of a large army, 
where captur'd firſt rates wou'd form the flaff— 
frigates the ſubalterns—privateers wou'd ſtand 
for rank and file, and gun boats for litile drum- 
mer boys. 1 

Haba. Yea, verily, but let it be like unto a 
large almanack, where if victories were placed 
as red letter days, it wou'd be an holiday all the 


3 beautiful ſuperſcription on the top, for our 
cecetes to rein to the was of Fido tn 
« and tremible.” + 
Fire. Then wou'd they be like unto the 
Quakers, eh, old Fizgig ? 
Haba. Friend, my name is not Fizgig; 


4 neither can we be liken'd unto the enemies of 


« our country, for we walk with our heads 
« ere& while their necks have been pretty well 
„ bowed down.” * 
Den. And now, jontlemen, words cannot tell 
what I'm going to ſay, and as it is impoſſible for 
me to expreſs the ſenſe of the company with- 
aut ſpeaking, I ſhall only obſerve, that while 


the 


640 


the land we live in is forrounded b water, no 
cnemy upon carth can harm FIt gire 
you a ſpeedy meeting with the Breſt fleet, and 
r volunteer ; but take 


this wid you, jon z no one in ſociety is 
obliged to fing a volunteer without it's called for. 


SONG. FinzLock. Morehead. 


7. be bold in her cauſe, let Britannia inſpire 
1 who enjoy all that freedom can 


And may Engliftmen for, that "tis liberty's fre, 
Sheds warmth oer the foil on whoſe 

treaſures they live. 

In de fpite of each for, 

; May the univerſe hnaw, 

That while ocean from 3 our ifland fha!l 


bs 1 


' "Here's our laws and our King, 
And the Navy and army of Brian fr co 


n. REST.... and fortunate prove, 
Ad when aged and benenr'd' bis earthly 


_ courſe fails, 
2 bis people tronsfer their reſpe& and their 


Dat Eline ere were Are, ns, e; 


Then bays never wince, 
Here's the King and the Prince, 
And the Navy and Army of Britain for ever. 


Enter Waiter. 


R 
or to ver to 
back the anſwer. - 
Den. Well, and why dont you-go ? Wou's © 
you have the ill manners to ftay in a room full 
of company, and liſten to what's ſaid when ' 
re out of it. [ Exit N. And now, + 
jontlemen,. will it be proper to ſend the anſwer 


or ſhall we wait till friend Haba- © 
kuk reads e letter? / 
All. Q, the letter! the letter | - 


Hab. (r e | 
«© of the hink 
«© ted to pr nr drome _— ; 


4 proteQore.” EET: 
AI. O, the ladies, by all means. 


Enter Nancy, Suzan, Krrrr, &. 


* ref — 
attempt—1 will v * | 


tongue peaker. 

Kitty. Why, Mr. Prefident, we are willing 

to acknowledge you as the upper houſe, and ſo 

have waited on you with a ſtring of reſolutions 
whick paſſed with us nnanimouſly. 

Nancy. We are in the firſt place refolved— 


Sir 
itty- To let nobody ſpeak but yourſel 
| I . are reſolved, Mr. Prefident? 


"Nancy. That the tars of Old England are 
entitled to our warmeſt gratitude. 
Kitty. And that all we can do is too little for 


We have therefore determined to 
| wy ge 1 FF 
Nancy. To convey to ty a ſenſe 

— 3 and ts how, that white Roglith- 
men are the admiration of the world, Engliſh 
2 ſenſible of the honour 


GLEEB. Kirry, Naxcy, Jank. ( Morehead.) 
Ve come, ye guardians of our iſle, 

Dur gratitude to prove, 

Be ye who nobly prize our ſmils,. 

-. Rqwardid by our lu. 


— 
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To crown your valeur be our care, 


The brave alone deſerve the fair. 
Cho. With a fal, lal, la, be. 
II. 


While to the world, your well carn'd fame, 
A grateful Land imparts, 
i waar each gallant ſailors name 
Engraven on our bearts. 
Thofe hearts accept ts crown your ears, 
The brave alone deſer ve the fair. 
Cho. With a fol, &c. 
II. 5 
Each Britiſh laſi, ſhall proudly n. 
Aru ſailer's deeds, 
Dili n fhem ber threudy | 
The bright example leads, 
To pay their tails, be fill our care, 
The brave alme deſer us the fair. 
Cho. With «a fal, &s. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Iv. 


The Scene changes to an view near the 
ſca, a Pillar is diſcovered, infcribed ro the 
memory of our naval Heroes. A charac- 
| teriſtic dance of Sailors and their girls is 
8 the girls welcoming their lovers 

10me, decorating the Pillar with laurel, &c. 
At the concluſion of the Ballet, the Pilar 
changes to Barr ANA on a ſuperb throne, 
&e. the Apotheoſis of Lord Hows 2 
above 


' RECITATIVE. Britannia. ( Morehead: ) 


| Britons, your Country's . gratitude bebold, 
Thus be each deed of naval worth enrolPd. 
While to your valuur we this tribute raiſe, 
Heroes departed claim alike our praiſe. 
They well rewarded for their glorious toil 
. Now heh with kind . re Jil. 
, Receive each hero of the Britiſh fleet, | 
And welcome Howe ty bis celeffial ſeat. 


. Arz: 


3 FIN ALE. 
; BRITANNIA. 
(Old Air, New — 
J N 


eptune enthron'd as be govern'd the ſea, 
From my cli ir tad izle I diſpatch'd a yetition, 
That be its proteftor and patron would be, 
When this charter arrived without let or candi- 
dition 


Navigation 
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*Nawigetion and trade no mere be afraid, | 
The ocean is yeurs, and I'll lend you my aid. 
"Befides, Fil infiru#t you like me ts . 
The fruits of foir Commerce round Liberty's 
rin. 


Chorus. Befid:s, PII, &c. 
Ban. | 

The news over Gallia immediately flew, 

French and Spaniards pretended to give them- 
* ſelves airs, 

Af Britons are fuffer'd their ſchemes to purſue, 

There's an end of our projets, our hopes, and 

gur cares. 

S. they font e, f which the Eri bunt, 

4nd a fred, Junk, taken, and furt d to retreat, 

. Was oblig'd ta confeſs that "tis we who entwing 

The fruits of fair . Commerce round Liberty's 


Chorus. Was obliged, &c. 
Dennis. 2 
*Then Ahbbeer from his mouth in great wrath 
tas bis pi pe, 
And fwore our pretemſions we ſorely ſhould rue, 
© That the time had arrived, and the projett was 
ripe. 
 Shou'd teach poor John Bull a freſh courſe to 
Pur ſue, | 
Pitb this —4 he ſet fail, tas of little avaiſ, 
They'd the werft ent at ſea, and at bome they 
| Aurn'd tail, But 


TP? 2 
But now ſafe in our part they the Orange entwine, 
Had the fruits of fair Commerce round Liberty's 


Chorus. But now, &e. 
FiRELOCK. 
Then join Sons of Britain the world to cduvince, 
You have hearts tun'd to harmony, friendſhip and 
Joys 
Thot your love to each other, your country and 


prince. 

Can never be leſſen d, or ſuffer alley. 

May Britannia flill be the Ducen of the Sea. 

Aday our King, Law:, and People for eyer be 

ee. . | 

And ſoon with the bleſſings of peace may we tine, 

The fruits of our Commerce round Liberty's 
Hrine. | 


Chorus. And ſoon may, &. 


FINIS. 


